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Epigram to the Duke of Marlbcrougé. 


Y various Means th Immortal Homer feeks 
To raife the Fame of his Heroick Greeks ; 
For One, from Coaft to Coaft confus'dly hurl’d, 
To give kim room, the Bard invents a World ; 
Whil? One for ever in the Trenches lies, 
And uhere he gain’d fo many Battels, dies. 
In Thee the double Charatler unites 
Ulyfes wanders, and Achilles fehts. 


A Conflict on Bufinefs. 


Ufinefs, thou Plague and Pleafure of my Life ; 
Thon charming Miltre[s, thou confounded Wife ; 
How fhall I praije or blame thee as I ought ; 
Thou art very good,and yet thou art good for naught. 
Thon launt’/t me Rill and yet I prethee do, 
For tho J hate thee for it, 1 love tkee too. 
Thou choak i my feeble Adufe, and damps her Wing, 
Yet but for thee, {he'd neither Joar nor fing : 
Thow Enemy, thou Friend to Foy, to Grie? 
Thou bring’ 





me all, thou bring’f? me no Releif ; 
Thon bitter, fweet, thow pleafing, teaxing |thing, 
T how wear ft a Spur, tis true, but not a Sting, 
Some Refpite ree do, yet do not give, 

1 cannot withthee, nor without thee live. 








————— —_ 


On a Lady of Quality at Court ; by 
Gentleman of Oxon. Celebrated by 
_ Name of Laurinda. 


Wile Marlbro’s Aéts provoke the Brittifh 


Rege 

And all the Hero Triumphs in each Page ; 

AA fofter Theam invites my meaner Lays, 

And all unnerves my Mule, to write a Woman's 
if, Calliope ! my foft Def 

'Affift, Calliope! my foft Defign, 

Soo e ery Verfe, ge har or Thought refine, 

That all wey Numbers may ferenely move, 

Soft aster Tears, and (piercing Jas her Lote. 
Thus when fome nobler Poet would fet forth 

A lovely Pattern of excelling Worth, 

He leaves his Hero urging on kis Fate, 

Befmear’d with Duft and Blood, and defp’rately 
Great: 

From each fair Nymph he freals a different Grace ; 

And thus from feveral Beaurics culls 4 Face : 

Bat if Laurinda’s Features he purfue, 

And all ber Charms appear expos'd to view, 





He tempt the Labours of his Mufe no more, 
While fhe alone involves all’ Nature’s Store. 

Ab could my Maufe ker equal Merits [bew, 

And all her Beauties in Per'cétion draw, 
No more fhould Hellen be the Poet's Care. 
Tho’ Gods and Herws fought promifcwous for tke 

Fair. ; 

Here Nature, proud and lavilh of her Art, 

Exerts her Skil, and triumphs in each part ; 

While eery Pow'r performs tts Task fo well, 

As if each Part had labour'd to excel. 

With JSprighi'y Wit, and folid Fudoment join'd, 

Mt once [he pleafes, aud inftrutts the Mind : 

Her Speech not fore'd, nor negligently free, 

And void of Paffion, as of Salil, 

While no wild 7 kong lits ber want of Fudgment how, 

She fill {peaks Senfe, nor frudics to do fos © 

Yet {corns thofe lucky Hits, that flalby Fire, 

Which none but Fools eftecm, and Wife Aten farce 
admire. 

Now rife, my Mufe? a grateful Task rehear{e, 
And draw her Beauty charming in thy Verfe ; 
Let {parkling Eyes, and fofter Lips in{pire 
Thy ftrugling Soul, and feed thy growing Fire: 
But ah! tcowell wry Heart their Force 4 es prove, 
And needs no other Fire than that of Love. 

Here all her Charms in juj* Proportion meet : 
Agreeable and regularly Great. 

Mayeftick Swectne{s heightens e’ery Part, 

And with commanding (harms, attratts tke bleeding 

Heart. | 
No Modern Foils fet off a Lorrow'd Grace, 

No trickling Props rebuild the Ruins of a Face ; 
Her nobler Soul contemns thofe irifling Arts, 
And all the little Tricks of conqu'ring Hearts ; 
With vertuous Modefty her Soul {he arms, 

And when fhe moft avoids it, moff fhe charm. 


— 
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A Song. 


H'! tell me, gentle God of Love, 
By what refiftle{s Art 
Our boafted. Reafon fails to move, 
Where thou haff touch'd the Heart. 


Reafon in Love, the God reply d, 
(an ne'er its Power prove, 

Since Fancy does your Reafon guide, 
And Fancy ss true to Love. 
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A Fable. 


A oe honeft Farmer, by Providence bl: ) 
Of 4 Honfe, of Jome Kine, and of Shep was 


pope ; 1 



























No Flock wa fo thriving, no Fleeces fo fair : 
Tet reapd birs Wolves, Lions, —T. ra 
pre @, 
4 And of t to his Loft, in the Night leap’s the Fold ; 
i @ For tho’ itz bold Guardians feem'd Surly and Stomt, 
Ls His fly Predeceffor bad Rnock: their Teeth ont. 
® 3 The good Atan confidering, if thus they went on, 
ag Ja proce{ewt time, bis abole Flock would be gone ; 
8 Refolv'd with ym f that as foon asbecoud 
eG He'd make bis Fence higher, let it coft what it 
wou 4. 
Says a Neighbour, that faw him his Projeti pur[ue, 
Whar i'th’ Name othe Lord are’you going to do? 
The Fold I have known many a Year, by the Mafs, 
And new ‘tis as high, Sir, as ever it was ; 
‘Tiwli lah you your Life without any Repair, 
And when it [hall want, may be done by your Herr ; 


~ ig weeks < - 
> i a eee bid i” 








; } Befides, this for Building, is no proper Seajon ; 
mi Quorh tke Farmer, How like a Low Ratcal you 
a | Creajon : 
i For if I my own felf don’t take Care o'th: matter , 
im I'm jure thofe will never that are to come after. 
} | 4 * ? ‘ 
5 : On the taking of Landaw. 
a A SONG. 
f Cine the Town is our own, what it cof us, no mat- 
1g (ter 
i @ Fill my Glafs fall of Wine, as the Trenches with 
: } 4 4 Water. 
a To the Heroes that took it, Drink off Healths a 
® ( vsft Train, 
a Till the Flasks on the Fioor fhall out say the 
( Slain 
sl And when done with the Land, we'll think on the 
i ( Main. 
a, To the Man who the Monfeears moft certainly beat, 
ah Tho tke L-—ds won't allon’t, nor the PatisGazette. 


A Gentleman_to a Lady, who de- 
fird to know what Charm of hers 
had wounded him ? 








i | ELL me, you Syren, sith what fecret Art 

a You wound and fical thro’ my unguarded Heart ? 

I} the amazing Brightne|s of your Eves 

if _ That charms my Soul with Rapture and Surprize ? 

+ | Or do your Snewy Brealis my Paffion move, 

> | And fill me "ore with Extacies of Love ? 

| = Ox if? your Harminy when'ere you Sing, 

| More {weet than Birds, when {bering in the Spring ? 

> up g g 
| a Or ‘ijt the Mafick of your tune/ul Lyre, 

if That does my ravifb'd longing Soul in{pire ? 


ds it [ome Grace thar Poets can’t expre/s, 
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4 ay ts their Flights and Raptures woald make 
Ft til, 
| a That you fo beautions and fo bright appear, 
i & Like to the daxling Orb that vildsthe Sphere ? 
i = Is it thofe balmy Sweets that ever dwell 
| = L'pen your Lips, that makes you thus excel ? 
| a Is it your Gefture, or your avfal Mein, 
is More ‘am'dthan thas of Beautiesconqu’ring Oucen? 
-S O tell me, iff your rofy Cheeks that Charm, 
And do with juch refijtle{s Power warm ? 
. fs ir your Look, or fome bewitching Smile, 
That dors my Soul, I know not kow beguile ? 
Tell me, hind Fair, (if fo I may you cal) 
i 3 one of thefe great Charms, or is it all? 
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Ne Sutor ultra Crepidam. 


A Cobler once upon 4 time, 
clted much to talk in Rhime ; 
But yet he feldom eer could dot, » 





For in cath Verfe heed want & Foot: 
And when b’had feratch and fearcht his Store, 
He {oon refolu'd to give it oer. 
And in a Rage to's Wife did call, 
To burn the Ba'lads on his Stall. 

Moral. 
We all mnft then Jet Naturetake its Courfe, 
A& always b’Inclination, not by Force. 





——ETe 


Quid eft Mulier ¢ 

LE tell you what a Woman is 3 = 0 
I She’s a fickle fort of Blifs ; 
One that Flying, would be Caught 


* One that Teaching, would be Taught; , 


When Refijting, fain would Yield, 
When Senne Shakes ker Shield ; 
When Denying, wowd Confent, 

When Ili-deing, wont.Relent ; 

And wien Scorning, vex d She's mift, 
And when Foughing,woald be Kit. 
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A Song by a Perfon of Quality, in 
Love with two Sitters. 


Y greedy Love no Meafure knows 
M Fritba er hae, ’ 
In the fame Stanzas I enclofe 
Phillis and Cilia too: 
From one 10 ther, ftill I Rove, 
O’er me ly turns they reign, 
If this brings Anger, that brings Love, 
And heals the Wound again. 
But when they both together meer, 
Yea Gods ! How Bleft am J, 
With double Foys my Heart does bear, 
A Miffrefs fills each Eye. 


The Wind being N. E. his Highnefs-the 
Prince Royal of Prajfia, and his Grace the Duke 


of Marlborongh arc expeéted this Day from 
Holland. 


Advertifements. 


*1* Next Week will be Publifhed the long 
expected Poem, by Fofepi Addifon, EtQ: tal- 
led, The Campaign, an Yr. tacol T omfon. 

*{* The latter end: of the next Weck willbe 
Printed, the Onginal eee Liorn-Pipes, 
with the Divition to each; being the firlt.of 
that kind ever Printed. Sold by Hem. Play- 
ford, at his Shop in the Temple-Exchange, Fleet- 





frreet. Price Stitch’t one Shilling; where. the 


Original Scorch Tunes may be had, Price Statclit 
Six Pence. 
*1* This Day his Rublifhed Apollo’s Feaft.; or, 
Wits Entertainment, the {econd Edition. Sold by 
B. Bragg. Price Bound 1s. 6 d. 
*t* If any Gentleman, Ladies, or others, do thivik } 
convenient of — any Copies, either in Profe or : 
Verte, proper to be. Incerted in this Paper, rhey ave 
ed to fend them to a Bragg, Pu fe of 
Lay and will be kindly received by the Under- 
takers, 











London, Printed: And Sold by j B. Bragg, at the Blue Ball in Avemary-Lane. 1704. 





= 
- 








